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her: the menace of the rancourous and vicious poor. She
had read with her short lifetime's knowledge all that was
written in those silent staring figures.

She put her fears by and looked about her. The passage
was newly decorated with a dark varnished wall-paper. Its
floor and the stairs were laid with a red strip of carpet,
figured in blue. This, to begin with, was an unaccustomed
embellishment in such a street. She opened the door of the
front room and started back in surprise. It was empty. It
had not even been decorated. Dirty paper had curled back
and hung in folds where walls and ceilings met. The fireplace
was full of rubbish. The net curtains she had observed
from outside were simply a cloak, a screen, concealing
emptiness.

The walls of the back room had been stripped and painted
white. Inside the full net curtains were curtains of blue
velvet, and the two easy chairs and couch were upholstered
in blue velvet, too. There were a few cheap prints on the
wall, a highly-p&lished dining-table and chairs, brand new
from a multiple furniture stores, a newly black-leaded grate
with a brass fender and black wool rug. Elsie thought the
room elegant, and, better-pleased, went through it to the
small kitchen. This, too, had the air of having come straight
from the hand of a multiple store, as it had; but it was clean
and complete, and Elsie at once put a light to the fire in
the range. No doubt Sir Charles to-night would want
something to eat.

Upstairs, she found that the front bedroom, like the front
room downstairs, had not been furnished. The pristine
curtains were a blind. In the back bedroom, white like the
room downstairs, the floor was covered to the skirtings with
a pale green carpet. The heavy velvet curtains were pale
green, and a pale green linen bedspread was on the double
bed. A wardrobe and a chest of drawers with a small
swinging mirror upon it completed the furnishing.

This, was all; It did not enter Elsie's little head to notice
the stark utilitarian economy of the whole outfit. There was
nothing so daft and useless as a bird in a cage or a fish in a
bowl. There were no flowers on a table, no note on a pin-
cushion saying: " Welcome, my little love." There was
nothing but two rooms and a kitchen in which Sir Charles
Frome had decided to hide a woman.